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 time the affair will be mine.

Coutinued from last wesh,

“Oh, what is he going to do?" Miss

Imogene began to whimper. “Oh,

Lord Croyland, won't you let

him go? He's my friend. We let him

in the llbrary window, and If you tle

him up everybody will know all about
it. Oh, oh, oh!"

Once more sharp symptoms of hys
terice threatened to develap, and Miss
Harrlet's most persuasive powers were
taxed to avert an alarming outbrenk.

“Hush, dear, hush!” she whispered
soothingly, then turned to Richard.

ed for Lis ¢xit. He lost no time In
Stepplog through the atill open win-
dow und in & moment more was skulk
Ing across the lawn. )

“Lord Croyland" began Miss Har-
rlet, who had followed from the bil-
lia room with Imogene clinging hope-
lessly to her arm—"Lord Croyland, |
want to thank you fer'—

The words died suddenly upon her
lips, and she leaned for support agalnst
the wall

| “Who's there? called a volce In the

“Lord Croyland.” she sald, “there urei darkness from the stairs o the ball,

eircumstances connected witd this
strange affalr which prevent me from
axplaining fully. Tomorrow, when Imo.
gene and 1 are less nervous, perhaps
we can make you acquilnted with the
reasons. For the present 1 beg you to
let this man go quietly,. We have
mothing more to fear from him."

Richard hesltated, glancing
Misa Harriet to the prisoner.

“Of course, Mlss Renwyck,” he an
swered regretfully, 1 must bow to
your judgment, thougll In my opinlon
you would better allow me to turn this
fellow over to the police. I Imagine
they would be Inordinately glad to see
him. But—just as you like. There i
one more llttle matter, bowever, which
T must Insist upon.” He turned to the
prisoner. “This young Iady.” he sald
quietly pointing to Miss lmogene, “has
pald you a somewhat exorbitant price
for her own rightful property. Oblige
me by returning the amount.”

“Oh, no, no: let bim keep it!" begged
the victim, but Richard was obdurate
gpon this polat.

Mr, Roderick Fitzsgeorge, having ac-
eomplished the real object of his vis-
it was glad to be released at any
price, especially as the disposal of the
letters was merely a device for enter
kg the house and holding the ladles
while his confederate rifled the safe.
Without more ndo he took the money
from his pocket, tossed It upon the
bllliard table and turned to the library
door,

“One moment,” Richard demanded.
“Miss Renwyck, turn this light upon
Aim, please, Thank you Now on me,
I want this gentleman to know me If
Wweo chance to meet again.”

After a moment's sllent scrutiny the
Texan spoke In a stern but level volce:

“My friend, | am forced to let you

go this time, though sadly against my
inclination. You owe your release to
the kindness of the ladles. The next
If you
over molest them again in any way
Tl settle with you in a way we make
uwse of In Texas, You understand?
You are marked, my friend. I'd know
Jyour bad eye in Jericho. Yes, and I'd
follew you there, too, for the pleasure
of wringing your worthless neck. Now
apdiogize to these ladles, then git!"
! In Richard’'s present tone there was
ne suspicion of an English drawl, and
Harriet marked It joyously, though balf
uncomsclously, for the straln of fear
and anxiety was now beginning to tell
upon her nerves. Miss Imogene was
ready for complete collapse, and the
two stood trembling In each other's
arms.

The burglar mumbled a stumbling
apology, then passed Iinto the library
through the door which Richard opea-
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“Quick!” whispered Richard to the
terror stricken girls. “It's your fa-
ther! Go back Into the billlard room
and sllp upstairs when you get the
chance. There! It's all right. Leave it
to me.”

He gave them no chance %o disobey,
but pushed them through the door,
while be spurred his braln for some
good excuse to account for his presence
in the library at this unseemly hour,

“Who's there? Mr. Renwyck called,
and this tima Richard answered back:

“Hello! It s [! Wi—er—1 mean
Croyland. Is that you, Mr, Renwyck?’

He grabbed a book at random from
one of the shelves, then drew the hall
portieres aside, to discover his host,
revolver iu hand, on the dim lit stalrs,
armyed In & long white night robe,
which made him look more gaunt and
angular than ever,

“Oh, 1t's you!" sald Mr. Renwyck in
great surprise. “1 thought 1 heard a
nolse—a shot or something—and got up
to Investigate. Why in the name of
heaven aren't you in bed 7'

you" the Texdan nnswored easlly, “1—
I—stumbled over n beastly chalr In the
dark. Too bad, upon my word! You
see,” he expgeined, “T conldn't sleep, so
I came dowfl here to take a Uberty and
2 book.”

Mr. Renwyck glanced at his cos.
tume, which, with the exception of his
dress cont, which had been exchanged
for a house jacket, was the same his
guest had worn earller in the evening,
The fAnancler thought for a moment,
then descended the stairs, entered the
ltbrary and switched on the electric
Hght. The first thing to catch his eye
was an open window, which Richard
in his haste had falled to close.

The Texan lnterpreted the blank as-
tonishment so clearly written on Mr,
Nenwyek's face and proceeded to en-
lighten him.

“Fresh ale” be murmured easily;
“it's so beastly warm, you know. I
rather fancy I'm a bit feverlsh, really.”

Mr. Renwyek frowned thoughtfully.
“Lord Croyland,” he asked, “did you
open that window yourself?

“Ta be sure)” led Hichard suavely,
while he serewed in hils ever rendy
wonoele, thanking God that he hud not
tnld it aslde. Somehow the thing seew-
¢d to glve bim confidence now, It
wire something to cling to. *No harm,
1 trust?

“Well, no,” returned Mr. Renwyck
slowly, “only 1 don't understand why
it dldn't raise a hollabaloo. I'm posi
the burgiar alarm, and"-—
"B"'

tive 1 set
He took o step toward the wall
It's turned of ™

Bicharnd knew nothing what
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ever about the burgiar alarm and be-
gan to feel loy beads of persplration
gathering oo his brow, the more 80 as
Mr. Renwyck was gazing at him in 1}
disguised and increasing suspiclon.

“Oh, that!™ he laughed. *“I turned
the lever before 1 raised the sash
Miss Renwyck explained It to me yes-
terday. Jolw little contrivance, 'pon
my word, [ should lke Immensely
to have the system installed at Croy-
land Park.”

The bogus earl looked inpocent to
the point of childishness, and the mys-
tified host was forced to accept the
very Inadeéquate explanation of the
eplsode. Without comment he closed
the window, set the alarm once more,
switched off the lights and allently,
not to say grimly, led the way upstalrs,
meekly followed by the Texan, giad to
have escaped further Inquisition.

“I'm awfully sorry to have caused
you all this bother,” Richard apolo-
gized again as they reached the upper
landing. “I'm no end of a nulsance,
really ™

“Don't mention It, 1 beg you," an-
swered the financler, with forced cour-
tesy. “I hope you will sleep now.
Good night" Then the two parted
and entered thelr respective rooms,

“Strange,” muttered Mr. Renwyck
a8 he pulled the sheet about his chin.
"A pecullar lot, these Englishmen, But
I dare say | appear just as pecullar to

‘Lord Croyland,' he asked,
open thiat window yourself 1"

them,
about that check the other night. One

“did you

He ncted so strangely. too,

hundred thousand dollars! Huomph!
I wonder If he has & hundred thousand

dollars. 1 begin to doubt It—doubt It
axceedingly.”
Meanwhile the Texan reached bis

room, mopped his brow and hunted for
his brandy fask. It seemed to Lim
that he wanted a good stiff drink as
be wanted nothing else In all the
world. He falled to find his flnsk In
Ita accustomed place and surmised ac-
curately that if he found Woolsey
Bills he might strike Its trall. The
valet's sleeping room was next his
own, 8o without ceremony the master
pushed open the door, admitting & flood
of light. He did not find his fask, nor
did he Aind his servant either, for the
room was deserted, and the bed had
not been occupled.

“Ah!" observed the Texan thought-
fully. “Bre'r Fox has changed mas-
ters for the second time. Humph! A
little awkward to explaln—for me, |
mean.”

On Restmors a heavy sllence fell
agaln, which was broken, as before,
only by that antigue clock and ita soft
chime as It struck another quarter
bour., Then two dim, ghostly figures
crept slowly op the stairs and entered
Miss Harrlet Renwyek's room, In &
little while they were safely tucked in
bed and lay whispering In each other's
Arms,

“Ob, Harrlet, darling,” breathed Mlss
Imogene, “wasn't he—er—just splendid
when he told that bouncer? | don't be-
| Heve he's an Englishman at all”

“Nonsense!” the other laughed. *Of
:eoum he's an Englishman. Now try
| to go to sleep.”

1t would be discourteous in the ex.
| treme to state that a lady had been
| gullty of another “bouncer,” but at
soy rate Mim Harriet clasped a drowsy
'little figure to bher breast, thought of
Texan and smiled into the darkness
happlly.

! CHAPTER XIX.

T 7 o'clock the next morning Mr.
Renwyek had a telepbone enll
from his partoer In New York

It was of such a sericts na-
ture as to canse him to dresa hurried-
ly and leave without walting for his
breakfast, though Mrs. Henwyek fol-
lowed him to the front verandn, beg-
ging him to wait for a cup of coffee.

“No; buven't time!™ he snapped as
he climbed luto the walting trap. “"Go
along. Waltersn. Whoa! Walt 8 min.

—_—

— ]

minutes. Goodby. Now, Whalters, let
Molly have her head.”

In a moment the trap had whirled
| through the open gates, and Mrs. Ren-
wyck, marveling at what could take
her lord away so suddenly, turned and
went Into the house, where she obe
diently telephoned ber husband's mes-
sage to her brother Michael

Breakfast was late that moruing, ns
two at least of the Inmates of the
house showed unmistakable signs of
logs of sleep,

“How lovely!" exclalmed Miss Har
riet as she glanced through a dellcately
tinted note, then turned to Richard.
“Suoch a dear friend of mine Is coming
out this morning to may over Sunday.
1 know you will be charmed to meet
her."

“Delighted, I'm sure,” drawled Rich-
ard indolently.

“Who Is It, Harriet? Mrs. Renwyck
asked.

“Nellle Rempton.”

Richard's Iudolence departed in
stantly. The name reealled several
things,

“Er—beg pardon,” he questioned, “is
the lady rather tall and blond—ah
twenty-two or thereabout, with n rip
ping fizure?

“Why, yes!" cried Imogene delight
edly. “Do you know her?"

“Well, no, not exactly,” returned the
smiling Texan, “She has—er—been
poluted out to me” He screwed In
his monocle and picked up a letter
from Lord Croyland's mall which lay
bealde his plate. “I'm awfully sorry
that I shan't be here when Miss Bemp-
ton arrives, but I find | shall have to
go to New York this morning. Too
bad, really.”

“But you haven't even read your
letters yet.” chirruped Miss Imogene.
“Can you tell from the outside that
It's some horrid business?”

Richard nodded sadly and tapped a
formidable ofMicial envelope.

“Too true,” he murmured, “It's
business and, as you aptly expresa It,
horrld.”

In one sense the Texan spoke the
plain, unvarnished truth, for business
of an unpleasant character called hlm
In severnl directlons. He had entire-
Iy forgotten until the mention of Miss
Bempton's nnme recalled It to him
that he had a smashed nutomoblle on
his hands, not to wention n prospec-
tive lawsult from a justly irate farm-
er. Then, too, It would be most awk-
ward to have the eharming Miss Bemp-
ton extend her hand and say, with a
most engaging smile: “How do you
do, Mr. Peter Wilson? 1 knew you
were not a chauffeur, How many oth-
er names do you happen to possess?
Yes, “horrld business" called him away
from Irvington at once and bade falr
to keep him away untll Miss Sempton
departed,

“Woolsey and 1, he muttered to his
Inward, disgusted self, “must seck se-
clusion In gomne faroff, happler clime."

Breakfast was scarcely over when
Mr. Corrigan was announced. He en-
tered with n cheery good moruoing to
every one, then went with Mrs, Ren-
wyck to the Hbrary. Mliss Schermerly
strove with all hor crafty wiles to
lure Lord Croyland away for o morn-
fng walk and a chat ou the superior
advantages of belng a noblemnan, but
the nobleman in question met gulle
with gulle and pleaded an excuse of
having to ¢ateh the next traln, He
spld he would walk to the station,
especially as on foot be might dodge
Miss Bempton If she happened to come
earller than expected, and started
across the Inwn.

On the lawn be lingered In the hope
of seelng Miss Harrlet once more, for
he did not wish to leave Irvington
without confessing his deceptlon and
declaring himself her humble worship-
er from the Lone Star Btate. He had
almost glven up hope when he spled
her coming from the house toward
him. Bhe, too, had been dodging dim-
cultles In the path of a meeting with
him alone. And now as she tripped
acrosa the griass he saw In her eyes a
light, on her eheeks a color which
caused his heart to hound, while the
warm biood tingled through hia veins.

“Lord Croyland,” she sald, "before
you go | want to thank you for what
you did for lmogene and me lust
night It was spleadid of yoo to take
the blame, and"—

“But how do you know what 1 4147
be asked her laughlngly.

didn't go opstulrs when you told os,
We stuyed Io the billlarmd room and-—
and Hstened” Hhe finlshed with A
riolent bluah, which made her trresist-
Ible In the Texan's blased eyes.

“Oh!" he lnughed. 1 seo.”

Misa Harrlet did not Join in his mer-

[
|
|

ste. By George,” he exclalmed, with & |

frown of anuoyance *1 forgot about

those jewels™ He fumbled In Ll

pockethook, produced n memorandum
|

and handed it to his wife
“Julla.,” he sald borriedly
the rombination of the safe phione
to Michael, will you, and ask him to
come over twfore he leaves for town?
Get him to gnlock the safe and Liring
the diamonds with him to my office

‘this |Is

I'll put them o the safety deposit
vault. There—haven't time to expinin
say more. My tralp Is due In three

Aud explain to father?’

“Ezplain to futher!” he echoed, mis-
taking ler meaning “Good
How could 17"

Miss Harrlet
plly

*“1 think 1 understand.
to save her?

“Of course,” answered Hichard, re-
lleved aguin Really, these sudden
shocks almost broke his nerve

“Now, tell me one thing more” econ-
tinued the girl. “You mre not an Eng-
Ishman I suspected |t before, and
last night 1 knew It Who are you T

Richard gusped and took n backward
step, while the hot blood mounted

bis  cheeks
brotize
“Who am I? he repeated carnestly
“"A man who loves you with Lils beart
and mind and soul--n man vwho has
decelved you only thst be might be
aear you, to touclh your hand and look

o

nodded, smlllog bap-

You wanted

and tipged the dosky

— —

“Because,” she stnmmered, "we—we |

into your eyes—u wdn who bas fol-
lowed you from Tex"-—

“Harriet, Harrlet!® came a cry of
shrill distress from tue front veranda.

“Harriet, the dlamonds! They are
gone!™
Mrs. Renwyck clung lHmp and di

sheveled to the ralling, while Mr, Corrl-
gan strove to hold her up and at the
same time wurmur words of comfort
In ber ear, n taxk In which he was
greatly bandlcapped by shortness of
stature and disproportionate rotundity.

“Gone? ecrled Harrlet, whitening to
the lips. “Gone where?™

Mrs. Henwyek Immediately forgot
family traditions, etiquette and every-
thing el beside the crushing loss sad
ber rising Irish blood

“Don't be a fool!" she shrilled. “How
do | know where thoy've gone? Do
you think I've got “em In my pocket?
Pollee!  Fire!™

With this drnmatic finish Mrs. Ren-
wyck promptly falnted, sinking down
Into o huddled heap and dragging little
Unele Michie! with her.

The bousehold was already o an
uproar With Richard's assistance
Mrs, Henwyek wns Inld upon n sofa,
and smelling =alts were administered
In such generous quantities that she
returnd to consclounsness with gansp
Ing protests and gusts of rage. Miss
Schermerly offered consolation In the
form of various guestions and was so0
offended by the suswers she recelved
that she retired to ber roowm In rlght
eons Indignation.  Miss Chittendon
crept cloge to the edge of the elrele of
excltement nnd listened ns one in a
frozen trance. Both she nnd Miss Har
rlet, to say nothing of Richard himself,
had worked ont a solution of the prob-
Jem by the simple process of deduetion,
and three hearts sank to the utmost
depths of despondency. Uncle Michael
added to the depression by a cheerful
statement which gave nt loast a clew
to the robbery,

“I'm not n bit surprised at this™ he
sald, “and it's all Jacob's fanit for
belng so puffed up and bullet headed,”
which was truly an Irish mixture of

adjectives. .
“What do you mean? demanded
Mrs. Renwyck. lustantly taking the

slde of her nbused husband.

“Why, stmply this," sald the lttle
lawyer coolly. “There was 8 cock eyed
vagrant no®ugz around the place sev-
ernl days ngo, and 1 warned Jacob to
place # detectlve In the house while
the dinmonds were In this toy safe of
his, but he wouldn't do It."

Harrlet flushed nnd bit her Hps. Imo
gene gnve evidence of approaching
hysterin, and Richard listened, while
Ice cold shivers frollcked up and down
his spine. The Texan could place the
“eock eyed vagrant,” snd also feared
he could place the confederate who had
evidently helped himself to the con
tents of the safe while Mr, Roderick
Fltzgeorge engnged the Indies In the
billinrd room. 1t wos all so siniple, so
pitifully simple! The dlamonds were
gone, and so was Woolsey Bills,

Richard's trip to New York was now
out of the question. e must sty
and face the musle, thongh the price
he must pay the fddler was a question
he dared not dwell opon.  He could
only hope Miss Sempton would not ap-
pear untll It was all over He was
now burnlng to get hold of Harriet
and confess everything and thea to

shout out the truth from the very
housetop.

While not personally responsible for
the loss of the dianmonds, the Texan
wis worally responsible lu view of the
fact that he bad allowed Lord Croy-
land’s valet to remain under the Hen-
wyck roof when he knew in advance
that the man was not a character to
be trusted. The real master had want-
ed him Qlscharged for theft, and while
it never dawned on Richard that Billa
might fich from any one except his
master—the lawful prey of many of
bis kind—still it was his duty to bhave
dischargad the raseal without delay.
Truly, the humor of the situation was
in moveh the same condition as the
minsi L8

th?n‘::’ry solemn face, but witha
good deal of Inward pleasure, Oncle
Michae! telephoned to Mr. Renwyck
He had given sonnd adyice, and Jacob
had derided him, hooted at i, laughs
el hlm to scorn and bad fually sugs
gested that he look utider the bed for
A burglir. Mr. Corrigan by all Chrls-
tiun precepts should have been sorry
for hle brother-n-lnw, but the plump
Httle Ielshiman was not. On the con-
trary, he wus gind with o gladuess
which flled him with delirlons chue-
kles when no one was looking. He
was even with Jacob at Inst! He
meant 1o be more even before the day
wus out.

“Hello!” he called over the wire.
“Yes, | want Mr, Renwyck! Hoello,
Jake! Good mornlug! Wha-—yes, Core
rlgan! Me! Don't you kuow my mu-
sleal volce? Yes, yes, of course 1
know sou nre busy! But, say! ['ve
got something Interesting to tell you.
You remember that fellow with a cmst
i his eye—the one you lnughed at me
about? What? That's It—the tramp.”
Here Mr, Corrlgan covered the mouth-
plece with his band and released the
werriment that was struggling with
his Insides. Then he took up his joy-
ful oarentive,  “1 looked onder the
bed for bim lost olght, but he wasn't
there. Do you know why? He Wlept
In your lttle toy snfe, got up early
and took your dinmonds with him,
No! Houestly, It lsu't n joke, I
telllug  you the whole wmiserable.
wretehesd truth.  Your safe has been
rolibedd. Cockeye wminde n clean sweep,
What? What? Oh, Jacob, Jacob, ¥
shouldn't talk lke that! It's agal
the rules of the Telephone Bxchange.”

The rest of the conversation Wi

more serlous, Mr. Corrigan advised
hix brotherlodaw of the true condl-
tlon of nfalrs and oTered to do any-
thing In hlse power to belp matters
wong. Mr. Renwyek, while very much
engnged over his hinrbor scheime, con-
vinded to Crop pdoe s for the morn-
Ing and hoasten out to Irvington with
tvo esperlenced detectives,

mptnanded  Pncle Michael,
e o the merrhn I telleve |
eun furndeh these geatiemen with sey.
svalunbile clisws 1 linte to say
gt e duke, but IF you bad
Hitersd to pe sk whint® oo, | won't!
1% ot euntiehy ot Heess Coodby™
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